A WINDOW IN THRUMS
Jess slept for the first time for many days,
and as the night was dying Tibbie fell asleep
too. Hendry had been better than usual,
lying quietly, Tibbie said, and the fever was
gone. About three o'clock Tibbie woke and
rose to mend the fire. Then she saw that
Hendry was not in his bed.

Tibbie went ben the house in her stocking-
soles, but Jess heard her.

" What is't, Tibbie ? " she asked anxiously.
" Ou, it's no naething," Tibbie said, " he's
lyin' rale quiet/'

Then she went up to the attic. Hendry was
not in the house.

She opened the door gently and stole out.
It was not snowing, but there had been a heavy
fall two days before, and the night was windy.
A tearing gale had blown the upper part of the
brae clear, and from T'nowhead's fields the
snow was rising like smoke. Tibbie ran to
the farm and woke up T'nowhead.

For an hour they looked in vain for Hendry*
At last someone asked who was working in
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